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Oh if you raifcthishoufeagainft his houfe, 
Itwillthewofulleft diuilion prooue, 

T hat cuer fell vpon this curled earth ; 

Preuent it, refill it, and let it not be fo, 

Leaft child, childs children crie againftyouwoe. 

North. Well haue you argued lir, and for your paines, 
Of Capitalltreafon, we arreft you here : 

My Lord of Weftminfter., be ityour charge. 

To k eepe him fafely till his day of triall. 

May it pleafeyou Lords, to graunt the common fuite, 
Fetch hither Richard, that' in common view 
He may furrender,fo we fhall proceed without fufpition* 
Torke. 1 will be hrs conduct, 

Bui. Lords, you that are here, are vnder our arreft, 
Procure your Sureties for your daies of anfwere $ 

Little are we beholdingto your loue. ^ 

And little lookeforat your helping hands. 

Enter Ktn'g Richard 

‘ Rich . Alackc why am 1 fent for to a King, 

Before I haue fliooke off the regall thoughts 
Wherewith 1 raigndj 1 hardlie yet haue learnt 
To infinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my limbes ? 

Giue forrow leaue a while to tutor me to this fubmillion ; 
Yet I well remember the fauours of thefe men. 

Were they not mine ? did they notfometimes crie alhaile 
Tome? Co Iudas did to Chri/l y butheintwelue, 

Found truth in all but one ; I in twelue thoufand none : 
God fauc the King, will no manfay Amen : 

Am I both Pricfl: and Clarke ; well then, Amen. 

God fane the King, although I be not hee, 

And yet Amen, if heauen do thinkc himmcc : 

To do whatferuice am I fent for hither : 

Torke. To do that office of thine owne good will, 
Which tired Maieftie did make thee offer j 
The refignation of thy State and Crowne 
To Harry Bullingbrooke, 

\ Scaze the Crowne, 
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Richard the Second* 

Heere Coofin, on this fide my hand, & on that fide yourS* 
Now is this golden Crowne like a deepe Well, 

That owes two Buckets filling one an other, 

The emptier eiler daunting in the ayre, 

The other downe vnfeene, and full of Water : 

That Bucket downe, and full of teares, am I, 

Drinking my griefe, whilft you mount vp on high. 

Bui. 1 thought you had been willing to refigne? 

Ric. My Crowne I am, but ftill my griefes arc mine : 
You may my Glories and my State depofe. 

But not my Griefes, ftill am I King of thofe. 

Bui, Partof your Cares you giue me with your Crown. 

Rich ♦ Your cares fetvp, do not plucke my cares down; 
My care is lolfe of care, by old.care done. 

Your care is gaine of care by new care won.* 

The cares I giue, I haue, though giuen away, 

Tli&y tend the Crowue, yet ftill with me they ftay. 

Bui. Are you contented to refigne the Crowne ? 

Rich. I, no no I j for, I muft nothing bee. 

Therefore no no, for I refigne to thee, 

Now marke me how I will vndoe my felfe .• 

I giue this heauie waight from off my head. 

And this vnweildie Scepter from my hand. 

The pride of kingly fway from out my heart j 
With mine owne teares I waffi away my balme. 

With mine owne hands I giue away my Crowne, 

With mine owne tongue denie my facred ftate. 

With mine owne breath rdeafcall duties rites, 

Allpompe and Maieftie I doeforfweare. 

My Mannors, Rents, Reuenewes I forgoc. 

My A dies, Decrees, and Statutes I denie .• 

God pardon all Oathes that are broke tome, 
GodkeepealiVowes vnbroke thatfweareto thee: 
Makeme thatnothing haue, with nothing gr cud. 

And thou with all pleafd, that haft all ateiueud ; 

Long may ft thou liue in Richards feat to fit, 
Andfoonelie&dwff in an earthly pit : 

Hi God 
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